XIV
HAPPY NEW YEAR

I WOKE on New Year's Day to the sound of singing in
the streets. Through the iron gates of the hotel, the
pale sunlight caught the coloured pennants carried
by hundreds of marching school children. Brass
bands throbbed in the distance, stirring memories
of the Salvation Army. The whole city was on the
streets, for a three days' holiday had been declared for
New Year celebrations.
Chinese New Year does not come along until late
February as a rule: when "Spring" begins, often with
a lucky fall of snow. But Sian was having a break with
tradition, and welcoming the new year by the Western
calendar. That day was to begin, I remembered, with
a review of troops and mass meeting at the air-field.
The lounge was filled with silk-gowned officials
wearing the paper rosettes and scarlet ribbons of
ceremony. We drove out to the air-port under
immense red banners. The streets were lined with
innumerable Nationalist flags. Everywhere was red,
which is the traditional colour of rejoicing and cele-
bration in China.
Agnes copied down the slogans from the banners
that were all around us: "Welcome the United Front
of National Liberation!" "Peace with our own
countrymen! All guns against the foreign enemy!"
202